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me the noble and the gay, the flower of our society,
Joyously flew our careless hour<3, while we mimicked the
magnificence of men. I had no thought "but for the present
moment. I discoursed only of dogs and horses, of fanciful
habiliments, and curious repasts. I astonished them by a
new fashion, and decided upon the exaggerated charms of
some ordinary female. How long the novelty of my life
would have been productive of interest I know not. ATI
incident occurred which changed my habits.

A new Professor arrived at the university. He was by
birth a German. I attended, by accident, his preliminary
lecture on Grecian history. I had been hunting, and had
suddenly returned home. Throwing my gown over my
forest frock, I strolled, for the sake of change, into the
theatre. I nodded with a smile to some of my acquaintance;
I glanced with listlessness at their instructor. His ab-
stracted look, the massiness of his skull, his large luminous
eye, his long grey hair,. his earnest and impassioned manner,
struck me. He discoursed on that early portion of Grecian
history which is entirely unknown. I was astonished at the
fulness of his knowledge. That which to a common student
appears but an inexplicable or barren tradition, became, in
his magical mould, a record teeming with deep knowledge
and picturesque interest. Hordes, who hitherto were only
dimly distinguished wandering over the deserts of antiquity,
now figured as great nations, multiplying in beautiful
cities, and moving in the grand and progressive march of
civilisation; and I listened to animated narratives of their
creeds, their customs, their manners, their philosophy, and
their arts. I was deeply impressed with this mystical
creation of a critical spirit. I was charmed with the blended
profundity and imagination. I revelled in the sagacious
audacity of his revolutionary theories. I yielded to the
full spell of his archaic eloquence. The curtain was removed
the sacred shrine of antique ages, and an inspired